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Summary: The world has fallen into disarray and it grows worse by the 
day. To lessen the evils. The Saviors were created, but even they 
could not overcome the dismay. Angel is tasked with protecting the 
last Savior. The catch is familiar: she must not grow close to 
anyonea€"no friends and definitely no boyfriends. She's never had a 
problem with this before, so why is it so hard this time? 


1 . Guardian 

**I know that I've recently posted a lot of new storiesaC 1 and here's 
another one. Basically, I'm just trying to get a feel for what 
interests my awesome readers. Then, I'll take that knowledge and 
update the stories that you, my readers, want to read. ** 

**Now, without further adoaC 1 here ' s Angel.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXspan>Chapter 1 : Guardian<span> 

_The world had changed, fallen into dismay, and only growing worse by 
the day. This was not the world that The Creator had envisioned. That 
was why he created The Saviors, ordinary humans to be born into to 
the world and protect it, shape it, and return mankind to its former 
state of harmony. Unfortunately, The Creator had underestimated the 
depth of the disarray and his various Saviors all fell before its 
power. Though few Saviors remained, the task was left largely to the 
word's one last hope. The Creator weaved together one final Savior, 
yet to enter the world. Knowing that this Saviora€"a boy, so small 
and meek in nature, yet strangely outspoken andaC 1 dare The Creator 
say, quite sarcast ica€"could very well fall, as well, like all his 
predeccessors , The Creator sent a guardian to watch over the boy and 
protect him from the evils of the world. The guardian, though 
experienced, was not exempt from the greater powers that would 
overcome her and ultimately threaten her entire mission. This story 



is her own, the story of a guardian named Angel. 


888 

Angel had been summoned by The Creator again. She was used to this by 
now; it was a frequent occurrence. Summons tended to happen when you 
were the only one of your kind. You see, though she sported the name 
"Angel", Angel was not actually an angelaC 1 well , at least as you 
might think of angels. No, she did not wear flowing robes of white or 
carry a golden harp or sing praises to the Lord. No, Angel was more 
of a goddess. Her hair, a silky wave of golden locks, fell loosely 
over her shoulder. She wore a golden dress that looked like those 
worn by ancient Greek women. Of course, Angel was not a goddess 
either. No, there was only one who came close to being a Goda€ 1 and he 
was The Creator. 

The Creator's room was brightaC 1 well , actually, everything was 
bright. Angel had grown used to that centuries ago. When you've lived 
forever in such a place that seemed to radiate light, you just become 
accustomed to it. Besides, it wasn't like Angel knew any other life. 
She had only spent brief periods of time down in the corrupted world 
shaped by The Creator. 

Kneeling down before The Creator's golden chair, Angel announced her 
presence. "You called for me." 

The Creator turned from the window he had been staring out and focus 
his attention on Angel. "Yes, Angel. Thank you for coming." 

Taking this as a sign of acceptance from The Creator (even though he 
was the one who had asked for her) , Angel stood up and walked over to 
The Creator. Though she had been here before, talked often with The 
Creator, his appearance never ceased to surprise her. Like Angel, The 
Creator took on an immortal appearance of youth, like a young adult 
for all eternity. 

"As you know, " The Creator continued, "my world has become corrupted 
and with each passing day, it grows worse. It's grown out of control, 
not even my Saviors can contain it. However, I have crafted one last 
Savior to be born into the world. My hope is that he will find the 
few remaining Saviors and they can join together and lessen the 
evil . " 

Angel waited, still not sure what any of this had to do with her. She 
was not to be this Savior. The Saviors lived human lives and Angel 
was most definitely not a human. Still, she knew that The Creator had 
a plan for everything and everybody. Soon, he would reveal the plans 
he had for her and, that, she knew, would be the reason for his 
summons . 

"This is where you come in, Angel. I have sent you on many missions 
into my world before as I know you are aware. That is why I am asking 
you to look after this boy, this Savior. Watch over him and make sure 
the evils of the world do not cloud his judgment sa€ 1 or worse." 

Angel grimaced slightly. She had heard stories of the "or worse" 
variety before. Most resulted in violent deaths, brought on by the 
world's evils. "Of course I'll do that," she accepted without 
question . 



"Thank you. You are the best guardian I have and I am confident that 
my Savior will be safe with you." 

"And the condit ionsa€ 1 they are the same, I presume?" 

The Creator nodded. "Yes. Do not waste your time with friendships and 
relationships are off-limit, as always." 

Angel nodded in understanding. Some guardians would be fazed by the 
strict limitations of such a deal, but not Angel. It was better this 
way; it hurts less when the mission is complete and the time to 
return home arrives. She had never failed a mission before and she 
would definitely not let it happen now, not when The Creator's world 
grew worse by the day. The time there was easy enoughaC 1 compared to 
the eternity that she lived here. 

"Just like always, you will take on a new alias and you will begin by 

knowing nothing of this realm. Like in all your past missions, Angel, 

these memories of this realm. Me, and your mission may slowly return 
to you, but they may not. It's always different and outside my 
control. Deep in your earthly being, though, you'll still 
unconsciously follow through with your mission as that will be your 
very reason for living." 

Angel nodded again one last time. She had heard it all before and she 

was anxious to get started. Who would she be this time? Would she be 

born into an upper-class and wealthy family? Will this be one of 
those times where she would grow to be a beggar on the streets of 
some slum? Angel had completed these missions enough times that she 
was certain she had been "reborn" into all the possible social 
classes of the world. Though, she had to admit, that time she was 
born into the royal family was pretty interest ingaC 1 even if she had 
hated the strict gender roles of the time period. "Of course. I am 
ready, " she told The Creator, agreeing to the restrictions and risks 
of her mission. 

"Very well. I wish you luck, Angel." 

The room grew even brighter and Angel knew this was it. The life she 
would live throughout her mission was being forged. There was no 
going back nowaC 1 not that Angel would anyway. As the light continued 
to grow brighter, Angel thought of a question that she had not yet 
asked The Creator. Though she knew that she would not remember later, 
Angel asked her question anyway. Yelling to make herself heard over 
the sounds around her, Angel asked The Creator, "Wait, the boyaClthis 
Savior, what is his name? What will it be?" 

Over the whooshing sounds encircling her, Angel could barely make out 
The Creator's answer. "His name isaCl" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>I ' m sorry if this ending seems super rushed, but I have 
to get to sleep soon and I wanted to post this up tonight. I hope 
that you liked this prologuef irst chapter. If this story is 
well-liked among you readers. I'll write up a second chapter 
soon ! ** 

**Thank you for reading and supporting Angel!** 



**Posted: September 30, 2014** 


2 . First Day of High School 

**I'm sorry, everyone! I did not mean to introduce this story and 
then disappear. Life has gotten busy and I was working on chapters 
for Eleventh Plaguea€ 1 before I had to turn the book back in to my 
library. Then, I started watching Once Upon a Time, so I've been 
catching up with that.** 

**Anyway, here's more Angel, but firsta€l** 

**Review Replies:** 

_**NightFuryToothless**_** : Thank you! Sorry for taking so long with 
the update.** 


_**hpnarutards jedipiratel234**_** : It's late, but here's the next 
update . * * 

_**Guest (anonymous )**_** : Thanks! Here's 
more . * * 


_**Somebodyl05**_** : Thanks! Sorry for taking so long with the 
update . * * 

* *_MichaHaddockl 1 1 6_: I don't plan to abandon this story. In fact, I 
do have a plan for it. I just forgot that I'd started typing this and 
it kinda sat in my saved files for months.** 


-k k 


k 


><pXspan>Chapter 2 : First Day of High SchooKspan> 

"HANSON HARRISON HADDOCK III!" 

Astrid Hofferson groaned at the shout from her neighbor's house. Why 
did they have to be so loud this early in the morning? _**Well, it's 
partially my fault for leaving that window open, but it's the only 
way I can sleep at night. **_ Burying her head under her pillow, 

Astrid tried to return to her sleep, but the position wasn't 
comfortable. _**Guess I'll be getting up earlier than I wanted for 
school today. **_ 

Today was the first day of high school. She would be a freshman, but 
Astrid was not nervous. No way, Astrid Hofferson never felt nervous 
about anything. Besides, her older sister, Lauren, would be there. 
Lauren was a senior this year. 

Pulling herself out of bed, Astrid snuck a glance out her open window 
to see her scrawny nerdy neighbor doing the same. The shout Astrid 
had heard must've been Hanson's father's wake-up call. _**Well, it's 
effective. That booming call could wake the dead! It probably shook 
the heavens !**_ 

Astrid closed the open window and slid the curtains shut. For as long 
as she remembered, Hanson and his family had lived next door. The boy 
had always been rather uninteresting, but he was strangely 
accident-prone . For some strange reason, Astrid found herself 



constantly saving the boy from troublea€ 1 or so it seemed. It did 
happen very oftena€ 1 and most times he did not even know that she was 
the one preventing him from harm. It was just how it had always been 
and Astrid doubted anything would change other than attending classes 
at the high school instead of the middle school. 

From her closet, Astrid pulled out her favorite outfit which she had 
set out last night. A blue tight-fitting T-Shirt, a red skirt with 
spikes, blue leggings to wear under the skirt, tan wrist warmers, and 
fur boots. Her mother hated the outfit, most specifically the spiked 
skirt. Mrs. Hofferson always said that the skirt was borderline 
gothic and pretty girls like Astrid shouldn't wear hoodlum clothing 
like that. Astrid' s retort was always the same. "What's it matter? I 
don't want to make friends anyway." She had always been a loner and 
Astrid liked it that way. It was the way things were meant to 
be . 

Astrid threw her chosen outfit on and set to the task of brushing out 
her long blonde hair. She had been growing her hair out since 
elementary school and it now reached midway down her back. Because it 
was so long, her hair would constantly get in her way, so Astrid 
opted to braid it quickly each morning before leaving for 
school . 

"Astrid! Come down and grab some breakfast! Your sister wants to 
leave soon!" her mother's voice called up the stairs. 

Finishing her braid, Astrid tied it at the end and walked downstairs 
to prepare a bowl of cereal for breakfast. Something quick, that's 
all Astrid needed. Within five minutes, Astrid was ready to go. 
Without waiting for Lauren, Astrid walked out to her older sister's 
car and took her seat on the passenger side. 

The car was facing out toward the road and from her place in the 
front seat, Astrid could see Hanson standing in his driveway, waiting 
for the school bus. Astrid and Hanson had been "bus stop buddies" 
since elementary school and she couldn't help but be glad that she 
would no longer be riding the bus. Not that there was anything wrong 
with sharing a bus stop with her nerdy neighbor, but Astrid hated 
riding the bus. It was a waste of time, too crowded, too loud, and 
too smelly. _** I just hope nothing happens to him on the bus. I won't 
be there to protect him. Wait a minute, where did that thought come 
from? Why does this happen so often? It's not my job to protect 
Haddock . * *_ 

Before Astrid could think any more about the strange thought, Lauren 
opened her driver's side door and slid into the car. "I want to get 
out before the bus comes, " she told Astrid. 

Lauren pulled the car out of the driveway and Astrid cast one last 
glance over at Hanson. _**He'll be fine. He doesn't need 
savingaC 1 and, as I said, it's not my job to protect hima€ 1 even though 
I'm really good at it.**_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I knowaClthis is super short. I kinda started typing it 
and forgot about it, so I have no idea what all I was going to put 
into this chapter. This seems to be a pretty good breaking point, 
though. Transition chapter, but I promise that the action will pick 



up soon. Hope I didn't lose anyone with my absence from this 
storya€ 1 or this short chapter . <strong> 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Angel.** 

**Posted: February 8, 2015** 


End 
f lie . 



